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Breface 


el following translation of Bürger’s Leonora 

= X was made before the Author had seen any 

)e wy other berston of this justly celebrated ballay. 

\ £2) As she Does not profess to Habe added any 

| thing to the ortatnal, the sole merit of ber 

bersion (tf it habe anp) must consist in arruratelp and 


bibimlp representing the German porms; for she has envdea- 
boured not onlp to erhibit the spirit, but to follow Where 
it was possible the berp Words, of Burgers; and, tn con: 
sequence of the common ortair of the tuo lanauages, this 
ran frequentlp be done in translating from German Into 
Enalish, or from Gnalish into German, as has been Well 
eremplified tn their translation of our Shakspeare, 

Che bersion had been [ping upwards of a pear tn a port: 


bi Preface, 


folio, when the QAutbor berame acquainted with the rele- 
brated translations of William Taplor of Porwirch and 
Walter Srott. These Distinguished men Habe infused 
their own aenius into their translations; and Burger is 
forgotten, whilst Scott and Taplor arrest the attention, anv 
Dwell upon the memorp as for eber assortated with his 
popular ballad. kn this instanre the case twill be found to 
be far Different. Bürger must here be felt throughout. The 
Deep pathos and the simplicity of the Dialoque, and the 
mpsterp, the terror, and the supernatural rapidity of the 
ride and its conclusion, tf thep are found bere at all, are 
bis. Deep feeling finds its bent in the simplest words, and 
thus it ts that Burger ereels Scott and Taplor tn deserthing 
the broken-heartedness of the afflicted matden. The twentp- 
serond stansa ts, tn this translation, quite literal; and, tn 
the whole circle of our English portrp, never was the passion 
of lobe more faithfully patnted. Srott’s translation ts 
incomplete s and, like Caplor’s, tts effect, whateber else it map 
be, is not that of the German poem, Masters of their oun 
art, thep rould not be fied Down to ropp a portrait which 
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another master Had painted. Thep could not strike their 
Ipre to sing without bariation the song of a brother bard, 
An hbumbler disciple of the art ran best Do this; and the 
present Translator, not aspiring to create, has studied onlp 
to catch the Iikeness of a beautiful picture, and to ropp 
faithfully each feature and erpression of the original. One 
onlp Debiation must be acknowledged, bts. the chanaina of 
the metre where the spectral career beains, Et was thought 
that the raptattp of the artion would be better represented bp 
rhpmed couplets of equal length, than bp the stansa Which 
Had been prebiouslp adopted, 
The lines, 


“ Tramp tramp across the land they rode, 


Splash splash across the sea,” 


which Habe attracted so much attention to the poem, Yo not 
appear in this translation. Thep are Taplor’s owns and 
Srott, fascinated With their oth reality, envbooted them in 
his own bersion with ronfesston and apology. Pot being 
Biirger’s, thep are not tn this translation, whieh map at 
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first probe a Disappointment to the reader: but the Author 
Does not fear the sarrifice of them; for Bürger tn bis own 
strenath can stand alone, and, as He has lam the scene of 
bis poem in the interior of Germany, the introdurtion of 
the sea would babe been incongruous. Peither ts the epoch 
changed, as in the bersions in question, which make the 
lober a btetim of the crusade of Frederick Barbarossa, 
instead of one of the slain tna war between “ the Empress 
and the Hing.’ Ena word, tt has been the aim of thts 
translation to let Bürger speak to the English reader as 
nearlp as possible tn bis own phrase, and fo fell His own 
tale. 


“Leonora. 


Heonora from an anrious Dream 
Starts up at break of Dap: 
Mp William, art thou false or slat? 
Op! Gilliam, why delay?” 
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It. 
With Frederick’s host to battle-field 
Her lober had been led; 
No tings came, no line Disclosed 
Lf be were false or Dead, 


ttt. 


Che Empress and the King no more 
Engage in bloodp feud; 

Chep be siqned a robenant of peare, 
ith hearts now turned fo good, 
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tb. 
And marching home with shout and song, 
Bedecked With laurels areen, 
Cath kettle Drums and Kling and Klang, 
Che jopous troops are seen. 


b. 


CAhilst old and poung o’er path and plain 
Go forth the host to meet, 

Shouting their jopous Jubilee 
Che comers Home to greet. 


v1, 
“The work of strife at last is Done, 
Praise God!” sad manp a bride: 
* Welcome! lobed comers from the war,” 
| Parents and children cried. 


yay a I But why stands Leonora there lin 
M Alone, amongst the rest? he 
COhilst all embrare, to ber pale ip 
Jo lobing Itp ts Bien 


Dt. 


She hurrtedlp, now up now dolon, 
Questions the host in bainz 

No one can fell, no one ran sap, 
Mas Gilliam false, or slatn. 


ir. 
Chev habe passed on, the warrior host; 
and wild ts her Despatr 3 
Upon the earth she madlp rolls, 
Aw tears her raben haır. 
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The mother to her comfort fies: 

“Ob! whp this artef so tila?” 

She clasps ber Daughter in her arms, 
And cries God calm mp chilly!” 
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i. 
* Oh! mother, mother, lost ts lost! 
Kuthless ts God’s Decree 3 
% bid farewell to earth and beaben; 
Ob, wor! oh, woe ts mel” 


ru 
“Oh! God ts lobe, tn Him put trust, 
Chp Paternoster sap: 
All that God Doth ts Wwiselp Done; 


Habe faith, mp child, and pray.” 


Fü. 
* @b! mother, Gov Hath not well done; 
Pour Words are le, bainz 
E’be praped tn bain, what use to prap 
Pow mp poor William’s slain!” 


rth. 
“Ob! Help, God help, mp darling child! 
Che sacrament rereibe ; 
This Holy rite thy qrief twill soothe ; 
Gov helps those who believe.” 


rb. 


No rite ran solare qibe ; 
Can sacrament restore the Dead, 
And make mp Tiilltam ibe ?” 


ybt. 


Chp tears thep flow in bain; 
False are his bolus, his perjured Heart 
Cast bark to Him again.” 


rbit. 


* Alwap from thee, in Hungary 
Another hath be toed; 
Much Hts false bol shall profit Hun, 
He Ul burn for tt when Dead.” 


rbitt. 
“On! mother, mother, lost ts lost! 
Forlorn ts still forlorn ; 
Death now is all # hope or seek, 
Would Gov £7D ne'er been born! 


rir, 
for eber quenched be life’s faint spark ! 
To me no merrp’s giben: 
Come Death! E seek, in tts Dark gloom, 
Por life, nor hope, nor Heaven.” 


2 
“Oh! spare, God spare! ber heart ts torn; 


ity mp erring child! 
Judge not her words, for reason’s gone; 


©Ob! be in merry mild ! 


EYL. 
Se calm, mp child, forget thp wor, 
4nd think of God and Heaven; 
God, thy Redeemer, hath to thee 
Himself for Drivearoom aiben.” 


rit. 
* Oh! mother, mother, what ts heaben ? 
Oh! mother, what ts hell? 
To be with Glltam, that’s mp heaben; 
CGHithout Him, that’s mp hell, 


reul. 


S © Come death! come Death! E loathe mp life; 
All hope ts in Death’s gloom. 

My William ’s gone, what’s left on earth ? 
Would ¥ were in his tomb!” ; 


oo 


rrib, 
The sun hath set with golden light, 
The stars illume the skies ; 
All nature ’s sunk tn slueet repose, 
Zeonora onlp sighs. 
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rrb. 
For ber there is no blessed rest, 
She cannot “ kiss the rod;” 
Hut wrings her hands, and beats her breast, 
And raves against her Gov. 


rt 
{ When hark! a sound, a tramp tramp tramp, 
NEM 4 sound from horse’s hoot; 
+ NN 


1, 4 Knight dismounts, with jingling spur, 
Gnd stands beneath the roof. 


rebut. 
Now kling kling kling, the Door bells ring; 
She, anrious, bends to hear 
Che well lobed boire —pes, that it ts 
hich sounds upon ber ear. 


rrbtt. 


** Dolla, mp lobe! Leonora, rise! 


Art watching, or art sleeping ? 
Art lobing me with constant soul? 
Art alad, mp lobe, or weeping?” 


. sy “William, thou? and riding too? 
NEE: From whenee go late bp night? 
NN Since daton #’be watched and wailed and wept; 
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t onlp ride bp night, 


And with thee thither must return 
Ere Dawn of morning light.” 


KUKI 


Ob! William, first rome tn; rome close; 
Round thee mp arms FU fold: 
Through hawthorn hear the whistling wind; 
Come close, heart’s lobe, thou’rt cold.” 
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Frrü. 
Heed not the whistling wind; mp steed 
Doth paw, his mane Doth bristle ; 
% must not here Delap, mp child; 
Let whistle wind, let whistle. 


EUEUL 
Up! up! dress, spring behind me, mount, 
Our course be quicklp sped; 
Gre morn a hundred miles we ride, 
To reach the brival bed.” 
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rertb, 
“OH! William, sap not so; just hark! 
Che clork now chimes eleben; 
QA Hundred miles we cannot go, 
So cold, so dark the heaben,” 


rrrb. 
See here! see Here! the moon shines clear, 
Ge and the Dead rive fast ; 
& promise thee to bridal bed 
Co bring ere night hath past.” 
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“Sap ons the brival bed where is’t? 
And where thp nupttal ball?” 

“ Sir boards and tivo short planks our bed, 
Sar, far, still, rool, and small.” 


revott, 
“Hast room for me?” “ sor thee and me, 
Come, Dress, and mount, and ride ; 
The nupttal quests tmpatient wait, 
The Door stands open wide,” 


rrvbttt. 
Che lobing Leonora starts, 
She springs upon Hts steed, 
Close round Him clasps her lip hands, 
And forward on thep speed, 


rrr. 
And now, hurrah! tramp tramp, the horse 
Snorting pursues his fierp course; | 
ith showers of sparks the shattered flint a 
Returns the horse-shor’s tron dint, Ny 


y 


rh 


Thep pass Heath, ballep, mountain ridqe, 
And thundering cross o’er many a brivge. 


rl. 
* fearest thou, sweet love? the moon shines 
Che Dead thep ride in full career. Lelear, 


F), Dost tear, sweet lave?” “Ob! no,” she sam; 


my” 
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rl. 
Hark ! whp that sound? who, solemn, sing ? 
Tun» Dismal flaps the raben’s wing? 


A funeral chaunt arrests the car, 
Here comes a hearse, there moves a bier, 


ore PoWw nearer draws the funeral train, 
= “Like croak of frogs resounds the strain. 

Why tolls the bell? who, solemn, sap 

ss “Bust unto dust, and clap to clan”? 
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rlib. 

« Follow me; follow, train and Priest; 
Come, follow to the nuptial feast, 
We want pou there; and at midnight 
Pou map resume pour funeral rite. 


rib. 

“ Come, Choir and Sarristan, along 3 
Follow, and chaunt our bridal song, 
Come, Priest; and be thp blessing saw, 
Gre we Do lie on bridval bed.” 
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riot. 
Wanished the Hearse and ceased the song, 
And at his word thep rush along; 
With whirr whirr whtrr, the funeral train 
Close in his trark all panting stratn. 


ylott. 
an still, hurrah! tramp tramp, the horse 
Snorting pursues his fierp course ; 
Win showers of sparks the shattered flint 
Returns the horse-shoe’s tron dint, 


rlottt. 
Fast flew to left, fast flew to right, 
Gach objert as tt came in sight; 
The mountains, bushes, hedges flew, 
AU mingled in the Durried bie, 


rltr. 
** Dost fear, sweet lobe? the moon shines clear, 
| The Dead thep ride in full career, [said ; 
@) £ Dost fear, mp hia?” “Oh! no,” she 
N But twohp not leabe tn peare the dean?” 
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See here! see there! a ghastly sight 
But Dimlp seen bp pale moonlight, 
4 felon to the wheel ts bound, 

An airp rabble Dance around, 


It, 

* Ho, Rabble, here! with me adbanre; 
Come Dance for us the nuptial dance ; 
Close in our fiping footsteps tread, 
Till we Do mount the bridal bed.” 
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lit, 
And true enough; for, boosh hoosh hoosh, 
As tf a aust in hasel bush 


Win 


YA Chrough withered leabes and branches blew, 
Kustling was heard this atrp crew. 


kit, 
Still faster now, tramp tramp, the horse 
Snorting pursues Hts fierp course; 
With showers of sparks the shattered flint 
Returns the horse-shor’s tron dint, 
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Ith. 
The moon-lit scene, so fast tt flew, 
AU nature seemed beneath their biew 
On eberp siwe to flp, and far 
Abobe their Heads few moon and star. 


Ib. 


“ Dost fear, stueet lobe? the moon shines clear, 
The Dead thep rie in full career, 
My lobe, Dost fear?” “Oh! no,” she satd; 
“ But whp not leabe in peace the dead?” 
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lot. SS 
“Haste! haste! The cork crows, night ts worn; ge We 
% smell the freshening breese of morn; py AY 
©ur sand is run, and Done our course, 
Strain eberp nerbe, mp raben Horse.” 
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Itt. 

Hurrah! Hurrah! the Dead ride fast, 
Hurrah! hurrah! twe’re here at last; 
Che nuptial bed ts open wide, 

We *be reached it now, mp lobelp bride.” 
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Ibitt, 
At utmost speed he rushes straight, 
GAith loose rein, on an tron gate; 


tts heabp folus, with crash of thunder, 
Gnd bars and bolts are burst asunder, 


lips 
Gnd onward still the furious horse, 
Crampling o’er arabes, pursuers His course 3 
in the pale moonlight, all around, 
White tombstones glimmer on the around, 


Ir. 
How see! now see! here is the knight? © 
What ts this HorrWm ghastly sight? 
All shibering falls the warrtor’s steel, 
A skeleton from head to heel! 


Irt. 
And as his flesh, so Doth his hair, 
AU mouldering, leabe a Death skull bare; 
His bonp fingers, lean and lithe, 
Clasp round an hourglass and a septhe. 
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kit, 
Pow reared the horse, while sparks and flame ¢ 
From his spread nostril flashing came, 
He sinks! the earth doth open palo! 
Leonora’s left! the horse is gone! 


Ipttt 
The heabens With pelling cries resound, 
Gnd sarth’s Deep bosom groans around ; 
Leonora’s heart, anidst the strife, 
Doth aching beat ’twirt death and life: 


Irth, 
bist round and round, with atrp prance, 
Che ghosts enchatned tn ctrele Yanre ; 
And, as thep Dance, thep slowlp groan © 
These solemn words With solemn tone: 


Ib. 
* Endure! endure! though break the heart, 
Det judge not Gov’s Deeree, 
Chp Lodp from thp soul doth part, 
Oh! map God pardon thee!” 
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